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A Jon Jarl Adventure 
By Eando Binder 




Police 
change and 

read the latest best seller— STARS AHOY! 
But just as Jon got into the first chapter, his 
radar alarm rang. 

Jon glanced at the screen, let out a yelp, 
and clawed at his controls, swinging his ship 
aside. Radar warned you of any obstacle in 
space ahead, but when you were whizzing along 
at the rate of one hundred miles a second, it 
was sometimes nip and tuck avoiding collision. 

Jon's ship barely missed the object dead 
ahead. It was a huge hulk of a derelict space 
ship, dark and silent, smashed open by a 
meteor at some previous time. Space ship 
wrecks like that, floating in the space lanes, 
were a big hazard. Jon circled back to the 
derelict and radioed headquarters. 

"Calling headquarters," he reported. "The 
Starship, an old cargo ship missing in space 
since last year, is floating near the asteroids, 
wrecked. Have it picked up and towed away." 

"That won't be necessary, son," cut in an- 
other radio voice. "I'll clear that wreck away 
ri e ht now.'' 

jon stared oul of his windshield in surprise, 
seeing the other rocket ship coming up. It was 
a big powerful tug. It angled up close to the 
wreck with a huge electromagnet at its tail, 
dangling at the end of a long cable. Drawn by 
magnetism, the wreck glued itself to the elec- 
tromagnet, and then the tug started towing it 

Jon saw the name on the side of the tug— 
ANDY ORTMAN, SPACE JUNKMAN. 

Still amazed, Jon cancelled his call to HQ 
and contacted the tug. "Space Junkman? That's 
a new one. I never heard of you before." 

"New business, son," came back in drawling 
tones. "And a pretty good one. Space is full 
of old wrecks, you know. Lots of big smashed 



ships, all made of iron and other metals. I tow 
them in for scrap metal, which sells good." 

"But who gave you the right — ?" Jon began. 

''Don't worry," came the answer. "I'm not ■ 
breaking the law. I have a junkman's license 
from the Space Clearance Bureau. They're only 
too glad to let me haul away all these old junky 
derelicts cluttering up space. Any more ques- 

"No," Jon said, "but I'd like to see your 
place if I may. I'll follow you in, just out of 
curiosity." 

Soon, the tug turned down toward an aster- 
oid. At five hundred feet, the junkman simply 
turned off his electromagnet. The space wreck 
then dropped down to the surface with a loud 

Jon stared. The whole surface of the asteroid 
below for miles was littered with heaps of 
other junk. A jumble of dozens of space ship 
wrecks were down there. It was a vast junk- 
yard. Thousands of tons of scrap metal. Yes, 
it must be a good business! 

Jon landed, wanting 
junkman of space. H 
puffing a stubby pipe, i 
looking like any slovenly junkman of any time. 
They never seemed to change. He gave a gap- 
toothed grin to Jon. 

"I used to be a junk dealer on Earth," he 
confided. "When business slowed down. I got 
me the big idea of hauling in alt the junk in 
space. Keeps me busy, but I'm not complaining. 
I'm making good money." 

"You're getting rich — just from junk?" Jot^, 

"Well, not just that," confessed Andy Ort- 
man, chewing on something that bulged in his 
cheek. "You see, son, some of those cargo ships 
carry valuable stuff. Most of it gets smashed 
or lost in space, but some I can salvage. Once 
I even found a couple of kegs of gold being 
(Continued on inside back cover) 



little old guy 
n misfit clothes. 
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The Space Junkman 
(Continued from inside front covet) 
shipped from Jupiter to Earth. It's sort of like 

Jon nodded. "And of course it's your right 
to keep it, according to space salvage laws. 
Anything in this new one, the Starship?" 

"Let's look," invited the junkman. 

They stepped in through the huge hole torn 
in its side by a meteor. There were no bodies. 
They had all been blasted out. Most of the 
interior was smashed debris, but the lower hold 
was intact. And it was crammed with cargo. 
Most of it was ordinary bulky stuff of low 
value, but in one corner was a heavy sack. 

The junkman opened it up and screeched in 
joy. "Jewels!" he yelled. "A small fortune! 
The Starship was carrying these jewels when 

"Sure, didn't you know?" said a new voice 
behind them. 

They whirled. Three grim-faced men were 
there, holding ray-guns ready. Evidently they 
bad landed secretly and crept up silently. 

"Callisto Cal!" gasped Jon, recognizing the 
bandit leader. 

'"Eight, copper! Now toss me your ray-gun 
like a good boy — or else!" After jon helplessly 
complied, the space crook went on, leering. 
"We picked up that radio report about finding 
the Starship wreckage. And we remembered it 
was carrying jewels. Hand them over.'' 

Andy Ortman, the junkman, gulped and 
handed over the sack. 

But thtf bandits did not go. Callisto Cal 
waved around. "Good business, eh? You're mak- 
ing money — and where is it? You got it piled 
up somewhere here. Lead us to it, old man — ■ 
if you want to live!" 

Helplessly, the junkman led them toward his 
hut. where he kept his money. As his men car- 
ried it out, Callisto Cal grinned at Jon. "We 
don't want this space cop following us. So I'll 
mm his ship into junk, too!" 

It was easy. An atomic capsule charge under 
Jon's ship blew the bottom out. It rolled over 
on its side, smoking, just junk now like all 
the other shipwrecks around. 

"No gun, no stfip," chortled the bandit chief. 
"How can be follow us now?'' 

The junkman watched helplessly, as the ban- 



dit ship roared away with all its loot. "Robbed 
me blind!" he moaned. "All my hard work for 
nothing. And you can't chase or stop them, 
Lieutenant — " 

The junkman turned and choked. Jon was 
not beside him. He was gone! 

Later, as the bandit ship sped away, Callisto 
Cal suddenly dropped the loot he was count- 
ing, seeing the ship following them. 

"The junkman's tug!" he rasped. "We forgot 
that. Is that crazy cop after us with that? But 
it has no guns !" He laughted. "The fool ! Shoot 
him down — -more junk for space!" 

But at the controls of the tug, Jon watched 
tensely, and avoided the first shots that hissed 
past him. Then he swung the ship around, so 
that its long cable and electromagnet swung 
toward the bandit ship. He switched on the 
power for the huge magnet. 

In the bandit ship, just as they had a dead 
bead on Jon, there was a tremendous jerk as 
the magnet yanked their ship and clamped it 
fast. 

"Now try to fire!" grinned Jon, "while I 
swing you all over space like a stone at the 
end of a string!" 

The bandits were tossed and bounced back 
and forth from the walls as their ship jerked 
and swun dizzily. 

Later, Jon radioed the junkman in his shack 
below on the asteroid. "Look out below! Here 
comes some more junk for you!" 

Jon turned off the electromagnet at fifty 
feet, releasing the bandit ship. It dropped like 
a stone, cracking open like an eggshell. But 
it was not a killing drop for the men inside, 
as they were flung clear in the light gravity 
of the small asteroid. 

Dizzy, groaning, they staggered to their feet. 

BEFORE they could recover, Jon was 
among them like a raging tiger. His ham- 
mering fists finished up for him, laying the 
three space desperadoes out in a neat row. 

The junkman of space came up and grinned 
a bit. "You know, son, we both have the same 
trade, really. I deal in space junk. You deal in 
junk, too — human junk!" 

THE END 
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